These are the "Songs My Mother Never Taught Me" 


-Jeha Jaceb Niles 


(Prudes Stay Ovt) 


Eawdy Wesleyan Songs 


SAB Songs : 
The Five Davs Of Hell Week. 


On The first day of hell week, my pledgetrainer gave to me 
A pig in the chapter room! 


On the second day...(similarly) 

Two swatted pledges, ...and a pig in the chapter roor 
Three pledres barfing 

Four pledges in stocks 

Our Senior hike! 


Hell Week Song 
(fine --"Buniculi Funicula") 


Hell Week, Hell Week, comes but once a year 

To the actives it brings lots of cheer 

But not tke pledges, not the niedges, not the pledges, cause 
they know! 

As everyone else does, that Hell Week really blows! 


Kick them, beat them, throw them on‘the floor 
Slug them, hit them, make them drop for more 
But all the pledges ledges etc. 


Hallelujah, Sįng Brothers 


[The Pi Phi'ts have the bicgest boobs 
It's very plain to see 

Instead of having milk in them 
There's beer for SAE 


Chorus: I tell ycu, Sing brother, sing hallelujah, 
Sing brothers and let Phi Alha ring 
Sing brothers, sing, sing, sing 


when Kappa gets the urge 

She rubs the golden key 

She slaps her ass unon the ground 
And yells for SAE 


Taniel in the lisants den . 
is hapry as could be 

He knew the lions wouldn't hurt 

1 brother SAE 


The Setas are building a brand new honse 
Of that we're very glad 

It will be the first erection 

That a Beta ever had 
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Bawdy Wesleyan Sonzs carte 


(air: ‘No EidingrPliace Denn There yg pritat) ) 
(fhe Greek Song) 


1) Gh the Betas, they wear theit pink and blue x pta Tha tt Cd 
Oh the Betas, they wear their pink and blue 
The Betas wear their pink ind blue 
(In a high voice) I'm a Etta, Who are you? 
No hiding place down there 


2) The Sig Eps are marching one by one 
etc. 
Fow in the heck can you have any fun 


3) The Thetas, they are a bunch of wrecks 
etc. 
Turn down the lights -- turn on the sex . 
4) The Pi Phis are the caasus queens . Pi peta 2) 
etc. 
They get their sex from magazines (or) 
Oh-my God, what sex machines 


5) The DiGis™ they are the girls with brains T Detta Gaim mi G 
etc. 
They park with the guys in the darkest lanes 
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The Sig Alfs, they have ghe golden touch Sigma Aipha Tesi = 
etc. | a 

Sometimes they touch too much 


7) The Thetas, they wear the golden kite 

they sn) they won't tut I think they might va 
8) The Sig Zog, they wear the valentine moe Signs Pu Epsilow (0 
ek aii their girls are concubines 


, % © ) 
9) The Tri Melts, they are tried and true $ AAS CF 
| etc. 
I tried one, why don't you? 


| Pi A 
I't Sorry I Pledged... (At pha Tau Omega d) 


I'm sorry I pledged ATO I'm sorry I pledged SAB 
I Could have done totter, I know They're making a queer out of » 
I hate all my brothszs | They're not like the others 


Ard: eat*all the others They sleep with their brothers 
I'm sorry I pletzed ATO I'm sorry I pledged S\E B 
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Rowdy Eine gorta 
Pi Phi Soggs 


l _f£ 
We Are The Pi Phi'ts... (air: 


We are the Pi Phita, Pi Fhi's are we | 

We don't believe fa virginity (oh horse shit) 
We don't use 6i74ie8, we ure broom handles 

We are the Pi Pai girls. | 


And every night at twelve om the doch 
We see the watcksen piss om the rock 
We like the way he handles his cock 
We are the Pi Phi girls 


_ Onin Weskrgan 1958 


High Atove A Pi Phi'ts Garter (Gor 


High above a Pi Phi'ts gacter,. far above her knee 
Stands the gecret of her passion,. Ear virginit 
Riise htrrekicts oa hich ez brothers 

Loy her on the grass 

All my life I've lived and longed for 


A piece of Pi Phi ass! ohio Wesleyan, TS 
Beta Song (VHIAQ Trieey Tring o Road tothe Iska) 


In the class of '53 there's a son of a gua like me 

And his father shovels hosse shit all the day 

So one day when he was foung, he found a dianond in the dung 
And a Beta Txaeta he turned out to te 


Ring ching ching for Beta Theta, flush me once arourd the bowl 
Semzone forgot to pull the chain, so forever I'll remain 


In the Brotherhodd of fata Theta Pi 


SAB Song (Phi Ges slan) 


Fasce Men 


Face men of the world, unite! 
Join us in the glorious fight 
zits s 
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Do not be discouragcot, or let us get you down 
We are by far tr? coolest oin. aroud 
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Pi Lan Song 


Crab Her By The inkle (pesto <n: Bell 


Grab hér by the ankle, throw her on the bed 
Wrinkle up her nightie, Kiss her pretty head 
When she starts to whimper, when she starts to sigh 


Show her that which is the pride 62. 
Of old Pi Lazbda Phi ox Urn. Mech, Amn Arbor, 3 
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>Phi Pad Song 


Gn The Steps Of Phi Psi (Ph ka 


On the steps of Phi Pai 

Crying like hell 

Lies a new born baby 

iy kow that son of a bich can yell 

Oh who could be its father 

HMeybe it's you or I 

It's just another bastard son 

Of Cid Phi Psi 136l 


Alpha Sig Song y 
E 8 yhe AG ALIN -) 
Te Thee Lesbian (3 17 a 


To thee Résticn, I pledge my atvortion 
The loss of cry virginity; 
To the friends I have made, 
And the friends who kave made me 
LS) Mee linger in my prezzia 
If I have a darghter, I'll serd ker to college 
AS far frea this hole as can be 
Where Ecupa Sies woo her 
And Alpha nes eecrew her 
(On thee Lesbian, I pee GÍ 


Hey La Li Lo (colle: oy) (Bahrin® enyin) 


The Delts they are a real- fine crew, hey la 1i la li lo 
They keep their pants on when they coup} hey la li la 1i lo 


The Kapps have the Golden Key 
The key to thtir virginity 
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If all 
I'd be 


Roll Your Leg Over 


then young ledies were little white rabbits 
a hare and I'd teach tben bad habits 


Chorus: Roll your leg over, roll your leg over 


If 211 
I'd be 


If all 
I'd be 


If ell 
I'd be 


If all 
I'd be 


If all 
I'd be 


If all 


It'd be twice as filthy and ten tines as long 


If ail 
I'd be 


If all 
I'd be 


If all 
I'd be 


If all 
I'd be 


If ail 


Roll your leg aver the san in the moon 


them young ladies were bats in a steeple 
a bats there ‘4 bs more bats than people 


them young ladies were sweet little kittens 
a Tom cat and make them new fittin‘s 


thea young ladies were cute little vixens 
a fox and I'd find theg ant fix ‘em 


thea young ladies were tells in a tower 
a sexton and bang on the hour 


them foung ladies were B-29's 
a fighter and buzz their behinds 


them young ladies were singing this song 


x 


them young ladies were stars in the blue 
a comet and I'd rip them in two 


them young ladies were sheep in a pasture 
aren ard make them run faster 


lediés were cows in the meadow 
give them the devil 


thea young 
a bull end 


them young Irdies were like little chickens 
a rooster and give them the dickens 


them young ladies were cows in the lane 


And I were-a Bull, my legs would be lame 


If all 
I'd ve 


If ail 


Ard I were a geolotist, 


them young ladies were birds of a feather 
a fawk; they could sleep in my heather 


them young ladies were fossiis in quarries 


thea puunt Lscies were Like littie fishes 
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they would lose all their mores 


irdiana University Archives 


Roll Your ae Over 
Ce oona Verses) 


If all them young ladies were like Hansel and Gretel 
I would be Hansel ami meddle with Gretel 


If all them young ladies were like Mar paeet O° Brien 
I'd try and I'd try and I'd still be a tryin' 


If all them young ladies were like white roses 
I'd be a gardener and give them doses and doses 


I wish all the girls were like Aspen's ski tow 
I'd pay my two dollars and get oTa GO 


If all them young ladies were leaves èn the trees. 
I'd be the breeze and blow where I please 


If all them young ladies were leaves on the tree 
I'd be the wind and get in for free 


I hope all the girls aren't like Moitle and Toitle 
Cause even the smoothesé ride makes mony ees foitle 


If all them young ladies were carrots in patches 
I'd be a farmer and BaEVest their snatches 


I wish all the girls were mares in a stable 
And I was a stallion'‘and I was still able 


If all them young ladies were strawberry sundaes 
I'd be a spoon and dip in their undies 


I wish little girls were much better skiers 
Instead of beer drinkers and constant pea-ers 


If all them young ladies were little toy foxes 
I'd be a boy and play with their boxes 


I wish all the ladies were pieces of pie 
And I were a fork, I'd fork till I die 


If all them young ladies were tulips in Holland 
And I were a bee, I'd give them my pollen 


Wg laugh and we sing and we joke all about it 
It's only because we are doing without it 


Roll Your Leg Over 
(Additional Verses) 


If all them young ladies were carga on the highway 
I'd strip then and shift them and drive (drag) them down my way 


If all them young ladies were Michigan crews 
I'd be the’ skipper and fill them with booze 


If all them young ladies were Lillian Russell 
And I had the muscle, I'd rustle her bustle 


If all them young ladies were Hedy Lamarr 
‘It'd be twice the expense but they'd go twice as far 


If all them young ladies were Gypsy Rose Lee 
I'd be a G-string and think what I'd gee! 


If all them young ladies Lived down on the corals 
I'd be Yan Johnson, they'd lose all their morals 


If all them young ladies were cars on the highway 
I'd be a sign and direct them down my way 


If all them young ladies were ties on a railway 
I'd be a foreman and lay them the right way 


If all them young ladies were like stew in a pot 
Itd be a fire and Ifd get them all hot 


If all them young ladies were like ge@et2 and gander 
I'd be a goose and goose them for camn sure 


If all them young ladies were little red shanties 
I'd be a fisherman and ehaék in their panties 


If all them young ladies were blades of green grass 
I'd bè a lawnmower and gets lots of ass 


If all them young ladies were like grass in the vakley 
And I were the wind, I would blow up their alley 


I wish all them young ladies were littie green turtles 
and I were a srake, I'd crawl in their girdles 


If all them young ladies were fish in the river 
I'd be a wackeral and tickle their liver 


If all them young ledies were cute little foxes 
It'd be a hunter ami shoot up their boxes 


(411 verses on this page from the Indiana University 
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Rol Your Leg Over 
(Additional Yerses) 


4 
If 411 them young.ladies were up for improvement 
I'd give them some help with a ball bearing moverent 


If all them young ladies were fresh eggs in. the nest 
I'd break them all open and see which was best 


If all them young ladies were wheels on a car 
I'd be a piston and go twice as far 


If all them young ladies were diamonds and rubies 
I'd be a jeweler and I'd polish (shige up) their boobies 


If all them young ladies were bricks in a pile 
And I were a mason, I'd lay them in style 


If a1} them young ladies were mares ina stable 
I'd be a groor mounting all I was able 


If all them young ladies were little blind moles 
I'd find their burrows and fill all their holes 


If 211 them young ladies were fish in a pool 
I'd be a shark with a waterproof tool 


If all therm young ladies were statues like Venus 
I'd chase all the girls with a petrified penis 


If all them young ladies were cute cocktail glasses 
I'd be a straw a tickling their asses 


If 211 them young ladies were fish in the acean 
I'd be a shark and I'd sh w them the motion 


If all them young ladies were sweet little flowers chie Wesleytn,) 
I'4 be a bee and suck them for hours 1958 A 


If all them young ladies were wood on a door 
'd be a salesman and I'd knock them for sure 


If 211 them young ladies wore a tiny bikini J% 
I'd walk around with a three foot bodinif c+ pinu] 


If all them young ladies were flowers in China 
I'c¢ be a bee and sting their vagina 


L an l E + CSA S , 
If 211 them young ladies were trees in a forest 
I'i be an axe and sriit their clitoris 
I wish thea young ladies was like toy balloons 
I'd stick in uy tin atd meke then go "bbon" 
I vish then young Ladies were doughnuts and rolis 
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2011 Your Leg Over 
(Additional Verses) » 


If all them young ladies were ships on the sea 
I'd be a sub and torpedo their Vee 


. x 
If all them young ladies were telephone poles 
I'd be a squirrel and put nuts in their holes 
If I were a poet and doin' some rhymin! 
I'd use my prick for a pen and write on their hymen $ ¥ 


If all them young ladies were good cans of beer 
I'd open them up and they'd bring lots of cheer 


I wish them young ladies were like girls down in Sydney 
And I was a G.I., I'd show them what's in me 


If all them young ladies were like salt in a shaker 
Atta I were the pepper, I surely would make her 

If all them young ladies were bread on the shelf 
And I were a baker, I'd bake them myself 


I wish little girls were like sweet Aphrodites 
And I was old Zeus, I'd lift all their nighties 


I wish then young ladies wére Little red squirrelies 
And I were a gray one, I'd take their whirlies 


If all them young ladies were good jars ef jelly t 
I'd be a label and stick to their bellies 


If all them young isdies were bullets of lead 
I'd use my rifle and bang till I'm deed 


If all them young lcdies were like wine in a glass 
Itd get so drurk that I'd fall on my ass 


If all thea young ladies were moles in the grasses 
And I were a mole I'd suell the molasses 


If all them young ladies were solutions to find 
And I were a frosh I'd plug and I'd grieg (verse from Cal. Tech) 


I wish them young ladies was 2x / 2t 
Then I would integrate thea d=ne (verse from Cal Tech) 


If all them young l:fies wore wrecks on the shoals 
I'd be a shipsright ant plug np their holes 


+ 


a è 


If all then youez irties were vessels of ciay 
I'd be the potter 213 mio then all day 
if. oil Re yoce eS bore birds ia T S tooss 
Rea I were the vind I would stir up a Vreece 
na 4,3., 
raaa ERs, ote ED iA GU CCL, Per ae ae 
a, tu ea aE EE eprint T? red a 
< i o A 3 ł 2 C4 : F le vee 5 ont og ECE y z ; 3 o to wa 
re on Fi e r rÈ a && ka Ét « be 
Soe ae ue: ea ts Rs 
i ke ale ee eg 


Poll. Your Leg Cre 
CAdsiticnal Vrsta 


If all them yousg lsdi¢s were a antie whales 
I'd be a barsacle ard set on their tails | 


If all them young ladies were walking en dce 
And I were a fish wouldn't that be nice 


Additional Verses And Variants to "Four Nights Drunk" 


It's nothing but a pisspot my Geanny gave to me... 
Well I travelled this wide worid over... etc. 
But a J.B. Stetson pisspot, I've never seen before * 


I came’ tone the next night, so drunk I could not see 

I spied a pole in my wife's hole, where my pole ought to be 
etc. 

It's nothing but a rolling pin my Granny gave to me 

Well I've travelled this wide world over, 10,000 miles or more 
But a rolling pin with ballë on it, I never did see before 


I came home the next night, so drunk I @€8uld not see 
I spied a body in the bed, where myself Should have been 
etc. . 
What's this body doing in the bed, where myself ought to be 
etc. It's nothing but a hound dog my mother gave to me! 
Well I travelled this wide world over, 10,000 miles or more 
But a hound with circumcision, I never did see before 
(verse by Jack Ingle pra. original 


$ sung by Joe Hickersen 


Bloomington, Indiana, 1962 


The .E-Ri~E Canal 
(Additional Verses) 


The cook she was a daisy 
With lots of love to spare 
A bosom like a boxcar 

And enough for all to share 


Well by Syracuse we saw some broads 
A running from the storm 

We took them all to bed with us 

And there we kept them warm 


when we staggered back on deck 
The Captain lcst his mind 

We missed the slack at Buffalo 
We'd left it far behind 


Now the girls are all in Police Gazette 
The Captain is in jail | 
And I am the only SOB 


Who's left to tell the tale [ex Brand rec’te J 


Last Night I Stayed Up Late... 
(Tune - '"Buniculi Funicula") 


Last night I stayed up late to Masturbate 
It felt so good, I knew it would 

Last night I stayed up late to Masturbate 
It felt so nice, I did it twice 


You shouid see me on the long strokes 
It feels so neat, I use my feet 
You should see me on the short strokes 
It feels so grand, I use ay hari 


Slip it, beat it, twirl it on the floor 
Squeeze it, rub it, do it again some more... 
(repeat first verse? jte replace missing stansa J 


Ohio Wesleyan 
Pelawa re, O h ‘o, 19 So 


Winnepeg Whore 


My first trip up the Chippewa River, 
My first trip to the Canadian shore; 
There: I‘met'a young: Miss O'Flanagan 
Commonly known as the Winnipeg whore! 
Commonly known as the Winnipeg whore! 


Then she said to me "I think I know you" 
As she sat upon my knee. 

"How about a little loving, . 

Dollar and a half ig the usual fee; 
Dollar and a half is the usual fee." 


Then she took me gently by the arm; 

I didn't know what she was about 

Till I missed my watch and my wallet. 
"Holy Moley,'' I cried out. | 
"Holy Moley," I cried out. 


Then out came the whores, the sons of the bitches, 
Out to the tune of forty or more. 

I left my coat, my shirt and my britches, 

And I went a-hightailing out of that doory. 

I went a-hightailing tt of that door. 


In Winnipeg I learned my lesson -~= 

Learned it well ‘cause I learned it there. 
If you want to visit a Winnipeg whore, boys, 
Better make sure that you visit her bare. 
Better make sure that you visit her bare. 


Marilyn Todd (Hagen), Ohio Wesleyan 
University, October, 1958 

Dick Reuss, Ohio Wesleyan Universit: 
collector 
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On ry Plu little tedy 
iwilter than sax, 

the thick hair curled 
in ths valley below. 


He felt my aga 

and petted my thichs,. 
eile spread wids apart, 
x te parad of tmir riss. 


Untie hia houd pressed hstwemn tele 
I cardi te piss, | 

Gesnf knat a wonderful 

secling of hiies, 


ig fingers lay exaicd 

on ny pussy's soft hair. 

I wished thet forerer 

his hand could Stay tists 


I cpersd his fly 
aad willed cut ris 
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Fis prict broke ry bolo 

esd it felt ao goed, 

that he kuou right say 

thet I kad never been ecrewed, 


O khat a glorious feeling, 


I thousht for a miczte, 
XI was going to shit. 


how can I shit? 
Lying on the ground. so 
th ny cunt atretchaditipht, 


That my apchole urs nahero to be found, 


the ist ter rt felt. 

I let nyself go, 

and fotzted awaye 

I don't imou hew lorg 

I ws out till this ds, 


Kaan I awoke 
from uct seemed like a die, 
Plswad a river of crete 


The Pot sirean ran 
thick and fast, 

I know I ws getting 
my Mrst plecs of asa, 
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The 


Seven O1d Ladies 
(Extra Verses) 


second old lady was quite a sot 


Charlie the financiler's daughter, Dot 


She 
And 


was so stirkin' she missed the pot 
nobody knew she was there 


fifth old lady was Abigail Doyle 

hadn't been living according to Hoyle 
was relieved to find it was only a boil 
nobody knew she was there 


sixth old lady was Charlotta Yancey 

thought she felt something tickling her fancy 
found it was only @e%¢ in her pantsies 

nobody knew she was there 


last old lady was Laura Strogh 
sexual desire had been lying low 


Instead of coming she decided to go 


And 


The 
She 
But 


And 


The 
She 


nobody knew she was there 


next old maid was Salty Kofladder 

caze in because of her bladder 

when she was in she was wiser but sadder 
nobody knew she was there 


fourth old maid was Betty Valier 
case in to adjust her brassiere 


It seeng the thing had slipped round to the rear 


And 


The 
She 


The 


nobody knew she was there 


fifth old maid was Evelyn Schuster 

came in cause some wolf had seduced her 

it was only a bump in the mattress that goosed her 
nobody knew she was there 


sixth old maid was Emily Mertle 

cane in to straighten her girdle 

pulled and she tugged but it wouldn't fit Mertle 
nobody knew she was there 


seventh cid maid was old Minnie Brown 


Everyone snickered when Minnie sat down- 
Cause when she did she sure went to tosn 
ad ncoody knew she was there 


The 
She 
She 
And 


The 
“no 
Tne 
and 


fifth old ledy was Elizabeth Blooser 
went im to see what was wrong with her bloomers 


wished she'd got there a little bit sooner 


nobody Enew she was there 


sixth old lady was Elizabeth Gensberg 

went in to gèt rid of a divestéd hamturg 
other oid ladies a splash and a flush heard 
nobody knew she ws there 


(cont*d) 


Saves CO} basa wa 


The eighth old lady was old lady Euciogway 

Who tripped and fell down as she ran and yelled “cangway" 
She got up, said she wouldn't have made it there anyway 
And nobody tared she was there 


The first to go in was old Mrs. Finn 

who prided herself on being so thin 

But when she sat down the poor dear fell in 
And nobody knew she was there 


The third to ge was old Mrs. Murray 

-She had to go in a hell of a hurry 

when she got there it was too late to worry 
And nobedy Knew she was there 


The feurth to go was old Mrs. Sickle 

She hurdled the door cauge she hadn't a nickle 
Caught her foot in the bowl, what a hell of a pickle 
And nobody knew she was there 7 


The last to ge was old Hrs. Brewster 

Her eyesight isn't as good as it uster 

She sat on the handle and swore someone goosed her 
And nobody knew she was there 


The eighth old lady, Elizabeth @'Teole 

She stopped in the john on her yy Home from night schoel 
-Eut ite Ber greptiee-e8¢2. potseéturk-on*t the steal 

And nebocy knew she was there 


The ninth old lady wes Elizabeth Briaa 

Ske'd been there for hours and now she was cryia' 
But nevertheless she kept tryin’ and tryin’ 

And nebody knew she was there 


The tenth old lady, Elizabeth Peters 

She stepped in the john go no ona would aee her 
And while she was there, adjusted her cheaters 
And nobody knew she was there 


The eleventh eld lagy wes Elizabeth Draper 

She found that the jeba was all eut of paper 

She gat there in hopes that semeone would save her 
And nobody knew she was there 


The janitor came in on Saturday morning 

He unlocked the chamter without ny warning 

He completely collapsed when they all came out swarming 
Atlast senebody- koos they were there ' 


: i z ce E ae yo. 2 Fa aR 
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National Enbalming School | 


We live for you, we die for you, 

National Enbalming School. 

Wa do our best to give you rest, 

National Bnbalming School. 

We build a coffin out of tin 

And dig a hole to put you in. 

We live for you, we die for you, 

National Enbalming School. 

Post-Mortem, post-mortem, post-morten, 

Autopsy we must have. 

Post-mortem, post-mortem, post~mortem, 

Autopsy we must have. 

Cut, slice, slash, the corpse for we must have a reason, 

Gads, how the body smells, it must be out of season. 
Connie Rolfe, Kalamazoo, Michigza: 

September, 1953. 

Dorothy Shepard, (marliotte, 


Michigan, collector 
Tune: “Tannenbaun" 


To thee we sing, to thee we drool, 
National Enbalming School. . 

We stuff the corpse, we stuff the ghoul, 
National Enbdalming School. 

If you feel hollow deep inside 

We fill you with formaldehyde. 

Cur boys get hot ere you get cool, 
National Enbalming School. 


National Enbalming School, Death 
Valley 

Printed by Sing Out!, Volume 7, 
No. 1 (Spring, 1957), p. 21. 


The Twelve Days Of Christmas 


On the first day of Christmas 
My true love gave to me 
A hand job in a pear tree 


On the second day of Christmas 
My troe love gave to me 

Two brass balls 

And a hand job in a pear tree 
(Similariv) 
(Similarly): 
Three French ticklers 
Pour Nuns humping 
Five Niggers hunching 


Cool 
Cool 
Cool 


Cool 


Cool 
Cool 
Cool 
Have 


as 
2s 
as 


the 


the 


the 


the 


the 


the 


The C&chisssergy 


fish in the bottom of the pool 
Knob on an Eskimo's tool 
dew on a blade of grass 
ring around a polar bear's ass 


muts on an Arctic squirrel 
boobs on an Bskimo girl 


a bucket of penguin piss 
you ever seen anything as cool as this? 


2. Indsana Vow, Bloomington, 
~above, songs from Delita Chi Praternity | 1962. 


School Days 


Ww 
Shool days, school days 
Poker, crap and pool days 
Necking and petting and how to be fast 
Taught to the tune of a whiskey flask 
You were my beau in BVD's | 
I was your queen in pink chemise 
You wrote on my slate "you're too damn slow" 
'Cause we have a couple of kids" 


-from the IU college folksong archives, 


2 1563 


Down In The Subway 


Down in the subway 

Way under the greund 

A little black porter 

Goes putting around; 

Cleans out the basins 

And he washes the towels 

And he works to the rhytha 
Of the movenent of the bowels 
I got those shit house blues 


Cha.3EYf eee 


Cagey was Hit by a bucket of shit 

And the band played on 

He waltzed round the floor with a thirty cent whore 
And the band played on 

His balig were so loaded they nearly exploded 

The poor giricdid shake with alarm 

He married the bitch with the-ctotch like a ditch 
And the band played on 


Days Of Christmas 


On the first dzy of Christmas 
My true love gave to me 

A douche bag án a pear tree; 
Two purple tits 

Three maidens laying 

Four fuckers fucking 

Five pubic. heirsece 


(Songs from the Indiana University Archives of College 
Folk Music), & (243 | 


C Sack 1 


Nursery Rhymes 


Jack and Jill went up the hill 
Each one had a quarter. 

Jil} came down with fifty cents 
They didn't go for water 


Old mother Hubbard 

went to the cubboard 

To pet her poor deg a bone 
But when she bent over 
Rover took over 

And she rot bred instead 


There was an old woman $ 
Who lived in a shoe 
She had so many children 


Humpty Dumnoty sat on a wall Her uterus fell out! 


Humpty Dumpty had a great fall 
411 the king's horses 

An all the king's men 

Shit! 


Mary, Mary, quite contriry 
How does your garden grow 
With silver bells and cockle shells 
ind the rest all fucked with weeds 


Ding Tong Dell, Pussy in the well 
Hey what the hell 

Is 2 good piece of ass 

Doing in ‘she well 


Little Miss Muffet sat on a tuffet 

Eating her curds and whey 

Along cime a svider and sat down 
Decide her 

(nd bit her in the cunt 


Little Jack Horner 
Sat in a corner 
Eating his sister 


Peter, Peter Pumpkineater 
lad a wife and couldn't 


Jick be nimble, Jac: be quick 
Jack jumped over the candle stie¢k 
Great biljs of fire! _ 


Old ‘King Cole 
Was A merry old pinp 


Hicory Tickory dock 
[Two mice ran uv the clock 


The clock struck on? 
ind the other eccaved with minor injuries 9) 
+ < te 

ae . + v. A é he 
mary hat a Jattle lar -= T Furua, LL, HILY eek 
TAY the Zactor was fara? out ara 2 ae 
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Limericks 


There once was a maid from Wheeling 
Who had a most wonderful feeling. 

She laid on her back and tickled her crack, 
And pissed all over the ceiling. 


There once was a man from Adair, 
Who was screwing a maid on the stair. 

The banister broke, but he doubled his stroke 
ånd finished her off in mid-air. 


There was an old hermit named Dave, 
Who dragged a dead whore to his cave. 
She had only one tit, and stunk like shit, 
But think of the money Dave saved. 


There once was a boy in our ¢lass, 
Whose balls were made out of brass. 

He clanged them together and played "Stormy Weather," 
And lightning shot out of his ass. 


There once was a young man from Leeds, 
Who swallowed a package of seeds. 

Great tufts of grass grew out of his ass 
And his balls were covered with weeds. 


There once was a sailor named Dean, 
wno invented a jackoff machine. 

Both concave and convex, it would soothe either sex, 
But oh what a bastard to clean! 


There once was a man from Nantucket, 
whose prong was so long he could suck it. 

He said with a grin, as he wiped off his chin, 
“If my ear were a cunt, I would fuck it." 


There once was a man from Kent, 
whose prong was extremely bent. 

fo avoid any trouble he stuck it in double, 
And instead of conning he went. 


There was a young maid from Bermuder, 
"nho wed a young man named McGruder. 

She thought it so crude to be wooed in the nude, 
But McGruder was cruder and screwed her. 


/ WaS a young waid fron Madras, 
Who hed a most beautiful ass. 
und and pink as you might think, 
s tall, had long ears and ate grass. 


(Cont'd) 


There once wag a woman fron Estzoit 

Who at fucking was mest adroit. 

She could contract her vagina 4a a pinpoint or finer, 
Or blow it oct full Like a quoit. 


There was a young lady from Charlotte 

Who lived on tee jam and snot. 

She slipped on some shit, broke open her tit, 
And crabs crawled out of her twat. 


There once was a boy from Flat Rock 

Who played a bass viol with his cock. 

With a tremendous erection he would play 2 selection 
From Johann Sebastian Bech. 


There wag a young lady from France 

Who jumped on the train by chance. 

The engineer fucked her a3 did the conductor, 
While the brakeman came in hig pants. 


There once was & young lady from the Azores 
Whose cunt was all covered with sores. 

The dogs on the stred? used to eat the green meat 
That hung in festoons froa her drawers. 


There wag a young lady named Alice 

Wio used a dynamite stick for a phallus. 
They found her vagina in North Carolina 
ånd half of her hymen in Dallas. 


Fron a text submitted by John 
Re Little, Pontiac, Michigan 
and Charles W. Crandall, 
Birmingham, Michigan, n.d. 


There was a young man from Green Bay 

Who was laying his girl ina sleigh, 

The air was so £zigid it froze h}s cock rigid, 
And all he could shoot was frappe 


Titian was mixing rose matter, 

While his model sat on a ladder. 

Her position to Titias suggested coition, 
So he climbed up the ladder and had ‘er. 


¥ man bared EcoGnee 

is girl by the seg. 

s start running, I think someone's conning.” 
= ailiy. That's. ea." 


Chorus #l 


That was a very fine rhyme, 
Sing me another verse some other time. 

Sing me another verse, just like the other verse; 
Sing me another verse now. 


Chorus #2 


Aye aye aye aye, in China they do it for ¢hili; 
So sing me another verse, worse than the other verse, 
Waltz me around again, Willy. 


Collected from Ralph Lueders, 
Chicago, Illinois; David S. 
Mabey, Indianapolis, Indiana; 
and John W. Bodzek, Evansville, 
Indiana, November, 1961. 

William Banta, Portland, Indiana, 
collector | 


There was a young lady from Cape Cod 

Who thought all children came from God. 

But it wasn't the almighty who lifted her nightie, 
But Roger the lodger, by God. 


There was ayoung lady from Gaul 

Who went to a newspaper Dall. 

Her dress caught on fire and burnt her attire, 
Front page, sports section and all. 


There was a young couple named Kelly 

Who woke up sleeping belly to belly. 

Because in their haste they used library paste 
Instead of petroleum jelly. 


There was a young man from the interior 
Whose morals were quite inferior. 

He did to a nun what he shouldn't have done 
And now she's a mother superior. 


There once was amonk from Siberia 

Whose life grew wearier and wearier. 

He shot from his cell with a hell of a yell. 
4nd eloped with the Mother Superior. 


There was a young man from Lapeer 
Who got drunk on a bottle of beer. 
We fell in a ditch, the peor san of a bitch, 
And a bull dog pissed in his eare 


There once wes a lady nazed Stole 

Who was exceedingly drolé. | 

She went to a ball dressed in nothing at all, 
And backed in as a parker house roll. 


There once was a man from Nantucket 

Kho went to hell in a tucket. 

when he got there they asked for his fare, 

So herwiipged out his dick and said "Suck itl" 


There once was a man from Seattle 

Who had screwed a lot of cattle. 

His tatis hung so low he tied them in a bow 
And swung them over his séédle. 


There once was a lady from St. Paul 

Who went to a birth control ball. 

She bought all devices at fabulous prices, 
But nobody asked her at all. a 


There once was a coed from State 

Who had a desire to mate 

When her skirt would flutter the boys, they would shudder; 
She had not—-2 tox but a crate. 


There once was a boy froa Lagoon 

Whose parents just coulda't commune. 

He had not the luck to be born of a fuck, 
But a wet dream scooped up in @ spoon. 


There once was a man froa Kent 

Who gave up masturbation for lent. 

His hand never played till the Easter parace 
And millions were droxned when he went. 


There once was a man frea the Ritz 

Who planted ten acres of tits. 

They came up in the fall, red nipples and all, 
acd he knelt down and gnawed them to bits. 


There once was 2 fellow from Bosten 

Who drove around in an 4ustin 

There was. room for his sss and a gallon of gas, 
But his balls hung out and he lost ‘em. 


There was a masicien nared Rowls 

Who performed at beat music halls; 

His favorite trick was to spin on his prick, 
And roll off the stege on his balls. 


There once wos a nan from Boobay 

Who fashioned a ccnt out of clay. 

The heat fron his prick turned clay into brick, 
and wore all nis foreskin avayfe 


Fton a-text from Dick Long, MSU, Fall 
1954. 

Robert Ward, Pontiac, Michigan, 
collector | 


There wag a young lady from Brewster 

Kho dreamt that a man hed seduced her. 

But when she awoke ‘twas all a big joke, 
‘Twas a bump in the mattress that goosed her. 


From a text from Christine Bicking, 
Parmington, Michigan, 1944 

Janet McFarlane, Detroit, Michigan, 
collector 


There was an old couple from Sayville 
Whose habits were quite meddéval; 

They would strip to the skin, then each take a pin 
And pick lint from the other one's navel. 


From a text from John C. Livengood, 
South Bend, Indiana, collected 
while at MSU, 1951-56. 


There was ayoung man from Sparta, 

Who was a prodigioés farter. 

He could fart anything from "God Save the King" 
To Beethoven's “Moonlight Sonata." | 


From a text from George Abraham, 
Detroit, Michigan, 1945 


There was a girl from Norway 
wno hung by her heels from the doorway. 

She shouted with glee, "Oh, come look at me... 
I think I've discovered one more way." 


frou a.text-from John Csborne, Larsi. 
Michigan, November 14, 1954 

Tor McDonald, Burbank, California, 
collector 


Additional Limericks 


There was a girl from New York 

Who soon was expecting the stork. | 

So with utmost precaution she performed an abortion 
With two tablespoons and a fork. 


There was an old lady from Spain, 

Who said she would do it again, 

And again and again, and again and again, 
And again and again and again. 


There once was a girl from Thrace 

Wnose corset was quite hard to lace. 

Her mother said "Nelly, there's core in your belly 
Than ever went in through your face." 


There was a young man from Calcutta, 

Who lay beating his meat in the gutter. 

But out came the sun and ruined all his fun 
"Cause it changed all his cream to butter. 


There wag a young lady so handgone 
Who used to make love in a transom. 
men she hollered for wore, came a voice from the floor, 
"My name is Simpson, not Sampson." 


There was a young lady named Gloria, 
Who was had ty Sir Gerald du Maurier. 

And then by six ren, Sir Gerald agein, 
And the band at the Waldorf-Astoria. 


A young led with passions quite gingery, 

Tore a hole in his sister's best lingerie. 
He pinched her behind, then made up his mind 
To add incest to insult to injury. 


A broken down harlot named Tupps 
Was heard to confess in her cups 

"The height of my folly was wooing a collie, 
But I got a nice price for the pups." 


There was a young lady of Exeter, 
So pretty that men craned their necks at her. 
One was even s0 brave as to take out and wave 
The distinguishing mark of his sex at her. 


An oversexed lady named White 
Insists on a dozen a night. 

A fellow named Cheddar had the BUrashness to wed her; 
His chasece of survival is slight. 


Said a pretty young student from Smith 
Whose virtue was largely a myth, 

“Try as hard as I can, I can't find a man 
Kho it's fun to be virtuous with." | 


There wag a young girl from Knizes, 
with breasts of two different sizes. 
Cne wag 20 small it was nothing at all, 
But the other wae large and won prizes. 


One night a girl had an affair 
With a fellow all covered with hair. 

Then she picked up his hat end realized that 
She'd been had by Smokey the Bear. 


There was a young maiden from Siam, 
eho said to her lover, young Khayyaz, : 

"To geduce me, of course, you will have to use force, 
Thank goodness you're stronger than I am." 


There was a young irl «ho begat 

Three babies maréd Nat, Pat and Tat. 

tt was fun in the txreecing but hell in the feeding, 
when she found there was no tit for tat. 


Laan 


A pretty voung mriden frea France 
pee oO Ses Seat. Vere. a fares.” 
Sie get serretl€ go for an hour or 49, 
Ando now all her sisters ere sunte. 


There was a young ean Baked MeTavish 

An anthropoig he decided. to raris, 

But in the heat of the rape ke got the wrong ape, 
And the anthropoid ravished MeTavigh. 


There was a young man from St, Paul 

Kho attended a sasquerede batl. 

Just as a stunt he went dressed as a cunt 
And got laid by a dog in the hall. 


There was a queer froa Rangoon 

Who took a lesbian up to his rooz. 

They argued all night about who had the right 
To do what, and with which, and to whom. 


There was a pirate named Bates 

Who did a fandangle on skates, 

Till he fell on his cutiass, which rendered him nutless, 
And practically useless on dates. 


Xenia EB. Blom, Lakewood, Ohio, 
January 12, 1961. This wes 
taxen from a text mimeographed 
up by the Ohio State University 
Sail ing Club. 


There was a young maiden of Chester, 

who said ag her EBeowftiend caressed her. 
| M¥<thinkypodlilcfic, ‘€ecr, you'd best enter the rear, 
Por the front one's beginning to fester." 


There was an old wen of Duntee 
Kho burgered an ape in a tree. 

The results were rost horrid, all ass and no forehead, 
Six tits and a purple goatee, 


Estas text from Elise Bennet, 
Sve Henderaon, Jackson, Michigan, 
collector 


There ence was a tinvfiecocthainicer, 

Who badnam. Sital. wittle tistre 

The results of his sin, was triplets not twins, 
Taree gnats erd a cireeresced spider. 


There once was a is acy neziride optie 

Who was rcopct ct cea by a turele. 

Coe day in a a she Fars birta to a crab, 
Proving the turtle was fertile, 


A tean playing besekall in Dallas 
Calied the uupire blind out of malice. 

while this worthy had fits, the team made eight hits 
And a girl in the bleachers naxed Alice. 


God'g plan msde a hopeful beginning, 
But man spoiled his chances by sinning. 

We trvat that the story will end in God's glory, 
but at present, the other side's winning. 


From the text in Playboy, Septeste 
1963. f 


